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When Steve got down on his knees, it was his last resolve waning. 


This was his last ditch effort to convince Bruce to stay, to convince him not to abandon the band - not to 
abandon him. He would never say it out loud, he would never put it in words. He would never beg or plead, 
never try to verbally pester Bruce into staying by being emotionally vulnerable or accessible - not that he 


could, even if he would have been able to put it that eloquently. 


Any conversation they had had as far back as the bassist could remember would turn into vicious screaming 
matches and seething arguments. They'd been close to a legitimate fist fight on more than one occasion, with 
only Nicko and Rod there to restrain one - or both - of them. The one time intervention was irretrievable, 
they'd ended up damn near punching each other's teeth in. Bloody noses and black eyes had been left to tell the 
tale; vitriolic glares shot back and forth for weeks to come the only indicator of the mutually growing disdain 


No, when Steve got down on his knees, he was prepared against his own better judgment to use his mouth in 
another measure of persuasion It was mortifying, and humiliating, but it just might appeal to Bruce's perceived 
self obsessed, egoistical mania. It just might give the singer an ounce of the power he so craved. Bruce had 
long since made it clear he wanted to kick the bassist down a notch, thus Steve figured if he caved on his own 


terms, it would be less detrimental to his pride. 
If he relented and gave Bruce what he wanted, he had lost nothing. 
Right..? 


At first Bruce seemed miffed and perplexed by the bassist's unceremonious and unprompted kneeling, eyeing 
the other man with a suspicious curiosity. If he caught onto the implications behind the action right away, he 
didn't let on. Then, as Steve inched closer with his head hung low in submissive defeat, recognition grazed his 
hardened features. The singer scoffed, making some remark or other about how desperate Steve was, and how 
pathetic and pitiful he was to resort to something so filthy and cheap - and he was Steve had cussed the 
singer out in the past in an attempt to set him straight, he'd come within an inch of punching him square in 


his smug face mere seconds before he'd relented to attempt different tactics. Still, Bruce wasn't rejecting him. 


What remained unspoken was the fact that while Bruce had more than his fair share of experience when it 
came to sexual encounters with men, Steve had none. This was his first time, his only time - and his nerves 


were already making him feel queasy and jittery. 


Steve registered that his hands were trembling; out of fear and anxiety and anger alike. When those same 
trembling hands undid the laces of Bruce's tight leather pants, he couldn't help but feel ashamed and sullied 
before he had even begun. His hooded gaze flicked up towards Bruce's square face; the singer's previously 
apathetic sneer replaced by evident approval, and tangible arousal - his pupils wide blown and his flushed 


expression positively wanton 


Steve could sense the same simmering arousal pulsing underneath his fingertips, as he felt Bruce's cock 


hardening with shameless anticipation. 


The bassist freed the singer's member with little ado, and gave it a couple of shallow strokes. That was the 
part he was most comfortable with; at least he knew what he was doing. He averted his eyes to focus on the 
intricate pattern of the flimsy fabric that made up Bruce's lavish top, cold sweat forming a sheen along his 
hairline - and guided the twitching member towards his admittedly dry mouth as soon as the fat tip glistened 


with any sort of premature wetness. 


As Steve hesitantly flicked his tongue out - a cold, heavy pressure settling in his chest and stomach alike - he 
found the length tasted of salty sweat and musk; the heady male scent strong and overpowering. He flinched, 
instinctively squeezing his eyes tightly shut as he went to work; blocking out the reality of what he was doing 
while trying to get it over with. He had nothing to draw on, except for what he enjoyed being done to himself - 


he'd never given head to a man before. He'd never even considered it something he'd be open to, and it made 


his skin crawl. It was so different to going down on a woman, she'd be wet and warm and welcoming. 


True, Bruce's cock was warm and the tiny bit of wetness tasted bitterly as its tip entered his mouth, but the 
foreign nature of the act left Steve feeling stranded and lost. Still, beneath his own resentment for how low 
he'd stooped, the bassist was further appalled when a tentative bolt of lust shot down his spine. He 
vehemently ignored it, despite the way his own member twitched appreciatively. 


Bruce's breaths grew heavy and labored as Steve attempted to swallow a portion of the throbbing bar of 
flesh, muffled gasps and moans revealing the singer's borderline sadistic enjoyment while the hardness pulsed 
tidally against the bassists tongue. A strong hand came up to cradle the back of Steve's head, resting there 
somewhat ominously and petting the curls in a deceivingly gentle manner. As Steve sucked hard; Bruce's hips 
stuttered and began to work with him - but their motions were too restrained and undemanding to be entirely 


exploitative in nature. 


Steve's jaw was burning as he opened up wider, forcing himself not to gag while he bobbed his head to his 
best extent. His eyes were embarrassingly watery, and his face flushed a deep red when Bruce's body 
shuddered and the singer peaked with a growling hiss of a curse. Suddenly, Steve's face was shoved forwards 
by a too strong hand and his mouth was filled with a slimy, sticky load The shock alone made him swallow 
down the first wave of thick liquid instinctively; just to clear his airways. Another spurt caught him unaware 
and he reared back. Mouth now free, he found himself coughing, retching and spluttering - the sharp burn of 
the bitter fluid bubbling up the back of the palette and into his nose freeing the tears already pooling in his 


eyes. 


Steve swiped furiously at his face with his palms as soon as he could manage more than choked hiccups for 
breaths, hiding behind his proud mane. He felt mortified and degraded, and the persistent throb of his own 
groin terrified him. One glance downwards revealed he, too, was hard. Disgust welled up inside, and the 


confusion towards the fact that he had enjoyed this ordeal on some level left him thoroughly shaken 


Throat feeling gooey and hoarse, the bassist took a gulp to steady himself. When he finally recomposed himself 
enough to dare peer up at Bruce; the singer had already tucked himself away and was looking back at him with 


a mixture of pity and remorse. 


On wobbly legs, Steve got up and cleared his sore throat. An awkward silence followed the sound, which was 
entirely too loud. He tipped his head backwards, rubbed his eyes frantically and turned away. His actions spoke 
for themselves, he'd crossed the one line he'd drawn for himself. He felt sick - part of him urgent to cry, 
while the other was positively livid - and then there was that lingering demeaning reminder that he hadnt 
hated the act he'd just performed as much as he'd have liked to. The evidence was found in his own rebellious 


sex, refusing to wilt where it strained against the crotch of his pants. 


Out of nowhere, a gentle hand reached out for him; its firm but cautious touch persuading him to turn back 
around. Steve wanted to refuse its fervor, but he found himself pulled along with little resistance. He followed 


its will and came face to face with Bruce again, Bruce whose entire posture spoke of regret, and guilt. There 


was no smug smirk, the singer wasn't basking in the knowledge that he had finally broken the bassist and 
hacked away enough at his self esteem to make him succumb. Instead, there was only hopelessness and 


sadness. 

I'm sorry, Steve." 
Steve. 

Not Harry. 

Steve. 


The same hand that had guided him, now came up with trepidation to hesitantly cup the side of Steve's face. 
Steve allowed it, in spite of himself and his highly strung emotions. Against his better judgment, he leaned into 
the touch, accepting the vaguely comforting gesture. There were no questions asked. There was no need for it, 
Steve had revealed everything, and Bruce knew it - his eyes conveyed as much. When the singer leaned in to 
press their clammy foreheads together, the act was jarring and hesitant - but that too was accepted. 


They'd never been good at naming - or even pinpointing - the unresolved tension that was crackling between 
them. Steve had been adamant it was nothing he'd fought against it tooth and nail despite the way their mere 
close proximity might find him locked in a restroom stall, frantically fucking his own fist until he came with 
Bruce's name on his lips. There was no attraction, he'd tell himself afterwards, just anger and frustration and 


spite - but he'd feel ashamed either way. 


This wasn't the first time Bruce had threatened to leave Maiden, but it was the last. Steve knew it was 
because of him, becouse of his apathy and his refusal to engage in any healthy conversation, both regarding 
the band's musical direction, and the pull between the two of them. This was the first time Steve was faced 


with a reality in which both the band - and he himself - might have to go on without their singer. 
Stay, Steve's silent surrender beckoned. 


It was the plea he couldn't voice. 


His mouth still tasted of bitter cum, his nose still burned, but Bruce understood He didn't chastise, he didn't 
demean or dismiss or judge - it was merely too little too late. Instead, the hand on Steve's stubbled cheek 
gently nudged his chin upwards, and the bassist followed its delicate lead. He obeyed, and then Bruce's lips were 
on his. Their first kiss - and their last Too short, and too long at once. No more than a peck. 


The entire situation was a mess, the connection between them that they couldn't deny was a curse. It had all 
happened the wrong way, and it would end before it had even begun. The next day, Bruce officially announced 
his plans to leave Maiden in pursuit of a solo career once the tour was over. Steve had known it was coming. 
Even before he took Bruce's cock in his mouth, he'd known it was all for naught. He had waited too long, and he 
had said too little. He deserved the storm coming his way. 


Afterwards, Steve again found himself locked in a solitary bathroom stall - only this time, he was stubbornly 
fighting the urge to wail like a little boy as he wept. 


